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sounding and murmuring all round them, they never
noticed that the swishing of the grasses grew loudq:
and louder, and did not cease with the lapse of the
breeze. A hand dropped abrupt as iron on Rachel's
shoulder; it might have been a bolt from heaven.
She fell beneath it, and the grass whipped across her
eyes and filled her mouth and ears. Through the
waving stems she saw a figure, large and shapeless
against the sky. Helen was upon her. Rolled this
way and that, now seeing only forests of green, and
now the high blue heaven ; she was speechless and
almost without sense. At last she lay still, all the
grasses shaken round her and before her by her
panting. Over her loomed two great heads, the
heads of a man and woman, of Terence and Helen.
Both were flushed, both laughing, and the lips
were moving ; they came together and kissed in the
air above her. Broken fragments of speech came
down to her on the ground. She thought she heard
them speak of love and then of marriage. Raising
herself and sitting up, she too realised Helen's soft
body, the strong and hospitable arms, and happiness
swelling and breaking in*one vast wave. When this
fell away, and the grasses once more lay low, and the
sky became horizontal, and the earth rolled out flat
on each side, and the trees stood upright, she was
the first to perceive a little row of human figures
standing patiently in the distance. For the moment
she could not remember who they were.
" Who are they ? " she asked, and then recol-
lected.
Falling into line behind Mr. Flushing, they were
careful to leave at least three yards' distance between
the toe of his boot and the rim of her skirt.
He led them across a stretch of green by the
river-bank and then through a grove of trees, and
bade them remark the signs of human habitation,
the blackened grass, the charred tree-stumps, and